THE    MEMOIRS    OF
signal the drummer began to tap his drum slowly, marking
time for the lashes, inflicted by the strongest men among the
convicts who had sunk low enough to volunteer for the office
of flagellators. These men were held in contempt and
execration by their fellow-convicts, and distrusted by the
authorities, who always ordered a constable to stand behind
each scourger with orders to lay on lustily with a stick if the
scourger seemed to relax in the severity of the lashes which
lie laid on to the culprit at his triangle.
The orgy of punishment continued hour after hour until
not less than fifty men had been lashed, none with less than
seventy-five stripes, the commandant taking obvious
pleasure in stimulating the jaded scourgers with threats of
punishment. When, some time after nine o'clock, the con-
victs were dismissed, they were served with breakfast of
boiled corn, and half a pound of indifferently cured meat,
which comprised the full daily allowance of each man.
Rashleigh observed that, in these so-called examinations,
the ceremony of the oath was dispensed with, and that the
poor wretches charged with crimes were not so much as
called upon for their defence. The convict overseers simply
stated their complaints, which were assumed thereupon to
be proved, and sentence of lashes was automatically passed.
Justice and humanity were alike denied them.
For another week Rashleigh continued his gruelling task
of loading and carting coal below, goaded by blows and
threats from the overseers; came up with the rest on
Saturday and witnessed the infliction of four thousand lashes
on the Sunday. The third week he was transferred to a party
whose job was to deliver at the pit's mouth daily a stated
quantity of coal, and, failing delivery, to be flogged until
they reached the required standard. He passed nine unvary-
ing months of miserable toil, receiving in all six hundred
250